CHAPTER 38 


May 21, 2011 


“Why do you people keep doing this to me...?” 


Justin was leaning slightly over the edge of the roof, lest he lose control of his 
stomach for even a split second. The group had all gathered on the rooftop for 
lunch, as was slowly starting to become the norm. What was so bad about the 
cafeteria? Why did they have to climb up here of all places? Everyone gave him a 
Slight look of concern. Chie was really the only one who knew about his 
Climacophobia, so to all the others it just looked like Justin was getting sick every 
time he came up to the roof. Chie wanted to tell Justin they could go somewhere 
else for lunch, but she knew he’d just say no. His pride wouldn’t let them move 
somewhere else just because he was afraid of stairs. 


“Dude, are you alright?” Yosuke spoke up. 
“Yeah, I’m fine, just... Just give me a second.” 


Justin huffed at the air slightly, before having to close his mouth, a slight bit of 
vomit flowing up from his stomach. His cheeks expanded out slightly, giving the 
mucus room to sit in his mouth. Justin eyes watered slightly as the taste of his 
stomach contents swooshed about in his cheeks. There was no way in hell he was 
going to let the other’s see him vomit. He closed his eyes, already regretting what 
he was about to do, as he swallowed his stomach contents back down. He was just 
glad it didn’t seem like any solids had come up, though his breath probably smelled 
like puke right now. He scrambled through his pockets before pulling out a 
cigarette. It would calm him down, and mask the smell of vomit on his breath with 
the smell of smoke. He lit it up before taking a deep drag of it and turning back 
around to the rest of the group. 


“Alright, I’m good...” 


No one really believed him, of course, but they dropped the subject anyway, 
deciding instead to discuss the events of yesterday. 


“Geeze, that was a close call yesterday. If Justin hadn’t come in with that oxygen 
tank, I’m not sure how much longer | would have been able to hold out.” Yosuke 
groaned. He could hardly believe it himself that he was giving Justin credit for 
anything. Yosuke’s eyes widened slightly after a brief moment, something having 
occurred to him. “Hey, how exactly did you get in the TV anyway?” 


“Oh that’s right,” Chie practically shouted. It seemed she had forgotten all about 
that herself. “Didn’t you say it had something to do with your shadow?” 


Justin took another drag at his cigarette before sighing slightly. He really didn’t want 
to talk about his shadow, nor the things he had said to Justin yesterday. Though he 
did owe everyone an explanation, and it’s not like he had to get into much detail 
about what his shadow said. 


“Yeah. Basically | had another one of those Maya dreams that time | was in the 
hospital. | know, | know, it sounds irrelevant but... We were sitting there talking 
about a rumor that had been circulating about. You might be familiar with it.” 


It took a moment before each and every stare that had been directed at Justin 
turned from one of confusion to one of shock. 


“W-Wait, you don’t mean--“ 


“Yep, the Midnight Channel. Now, | figured maybe it was just a rumor over in 
California. | mean, as far as | Know, there were no murder cases like the one we 
have here, so the whole ‘soul-mate’ angle shouldn’t have even popped up. But then 
| factored in something that Kurt had said...” 


“Kurt? Who's Kurt?” Yu piped up. Justin almost had to slap himself for forgetting that 
only him and Chie knew who Kurt was. Come to think of it, there were a lot of things 
that only Chie seemed to know about Justin. 


“He’s a friend of Justin’s from California.” Chie explained concisely. 


“To briefly summarize, he sells cigarettes on the black market. Apparently he 
moved his business over here at some point after running into some trouble with 
the law back home. He seems to be tied in with this whole Maya business, though to 
what degree is up for question.” 


“Hold on wait a second; you knew a guy who illegally sold cigarettes on the 
streets?” Yu seemed to be having trouble seeing Justin as the kind of person that 
would know someone like Kurt; despite Justin very clearly illegally smoking 
cigarettes himself. | mean, where the hell did Yu think he was getting his smokes 
from; the tooth fairy? 


“Yep, and so did Maya. But that’s beside the point. Kurt said something interesting 
to me the first time | met him over here. He said Maya had offered him a place to 
hide the goods, in exchange for a small cut of the profits. Apparently, she said 
something involving a television.” 


“So, wait, you mean to say--“ 


“Yep; not to mention this conversation seemed to take place the same week as our 
discussion on the rumor. Seems like too much of a coincidence to just be a 
misunderstanding. The way | see it, Maya had been able to get in and out of the 
television, much like you guys can.” 


“And by extension that meant you could too...” 


“Not quite; though that had been the same train of thought | had been following 
when | tried to get into the television. | figured, if she could do it, then maybe | 

could too. Well, | placed my hand against the screen for a minute or two, and it 
worked. Only | wasn’t the one who had opened the way through the television.” 


Justin paused for a moment, allowing the thought to soak into everyone’s head. He 
could have just told them straight up, but he figured it would though them all some 
good to try and figure it out on their own. Stretch the brain muscles or some shit. 
Chie had placed her index finger under her bottom lip for a short moment before 
her eyes widened with realization. Justin was actually surprised she was the first 
one to figure it out, though he certainly didn’t object to it. 


“Your shadow!” 
“Bingo.” 


“I-| don’t get it. How did your shadow open the way through?” Yosuke added, still 
confused by Justin’s story. He didn’t blame him, of course; Justin was there and he 
still was trying to piece together a few things. 


“Well, if my shadow is a credible source of information, which he’s not, apparently 
all shadows can do it. They just can’t leave unless they kill of the host.” 


“Alright, that answers one of my questions | guess. How’d you end up finding us?” 
“Same answer as before.” 


“Waitwhat!?” Chie shouted from her seat. What in the hell had Justin been thinking 
that he had followed his shadow. What if something happened along the way? 


“Il know, | know, | didn’t quite trust him either; though he did lead me right to you 
guys, so | guess he’s a man of his word at least.” 


“What was the catch?” 
“Exactly what you’d think it would be.” 
“Wh-What did he say?” 


“That part’s not up for discussion.” Justin groaned slightly. He should have known 
that the others would want to know what his shadow had said to him; but alas, 
Justin just wasn’t willing to discuss anything that came out of his shadow’s mouth. 
Just thinking about it made Justin’s heart race, let alone discussing it. 


“I! can understand that...” Yosuke spoke up, Chie and Yukiko nodding in agreement. 
Yu obviously did not, having not faced his shadow. Or at least, not to the knowledge 
of the group. Who even knows anymore? 


“So there you go. That’s the main gist of it.” 


“Well that’s one hell of a story.” Yosuke added loudly, as though trying to beat 
everyone to the punch. Justin just nodded his head slightly. He really didn’t want to 
talk about it anymore than they already had, so he was hoping they would leave it 
at Yosuke’s comment. 


“There’s still one thing | don’t get...” Chie added questioningly from her seat. Justin 
sighed slightly as the words left her mouth. So much for ending the conversation 
there. “If your shadow had you alone, why would he bring you over to us? | mean, 
couldn’t he have tried to... You know...?” 


“Kill me? | don’t think he can.” 
“How so?” Yosuke added confusedly. 


“Well, | think we can all agree that my shadow has something to do with Maya, 
right? Now, this is just a tentative theory, but with if my shadow can’t do anything 
because | still don’t remember everything?” 


“So... you think that your shadow won't be able to touch you unless you can 
remember everything?” 


“Something along those lines. | mean, | can’t really deny or confirm something that 
| don’t really remember, right? So, if my shadow is based on the memory of Maya, 
and not my emotions, then he’d pretty much be stuck twiddling his thumbs until | 
remember everything, right?” 


Justin placed his hand across his chin after verbalizing his thought process. It 
seemed that was the case, although he did have to wonder. His shadow had clearly 
been trying to push some other stuff on him while he was in the TV yesterday. Stuff 
about his father, stuff about him being a freak. Justin had almost snapped. What 
would happen if Justin denied it then? Could the shadow become it’s own entity, like 
the others’ shadows had? Or would nothing happen, his emotions unrelated to 
Maya, and thus just his shadow trying to fuck with him. Who know; either way, if he 
simply didn’t deny anything his shadow said, he’d be fine, right? He just needed to 
remember to keep a cooler head around his shadow. His shadow might have been 
the biggest dickwad Justin had ever met in all his life, but two can play that game. 


Justin sighed slightly, looking around the group in the process. It seemed the rest of 
the group had been wondering the same thing Justin had, though he had to wonder 
why they were so concerned about it. He wouldn’t be alone the next time he 
entered the television, and he certainly could just stick his fingers in his ears and go 
“lJalala, I’m not listening!” the entire time. Really, you can’t deny what you can’t 
hear. All the same, Justin would rather the conversation be shifted elsewhere. He 
took another drag of his cigarette before extinguishing it and carefully disposing of 
it. 


“Alright, so how’s Kanji doing?” 


“He seemed like he was doing alright when | dropped him off last night.” Yosuke 
added after dismissing the previous topic from his mind. “I’m not really sure what’s 
going on now.” 


“| imagine there’s going to be some questioning involved. He was missing for a 
good three days or so.” Yu added authoritatively. Justin scrunched his mouth 
Slightly from side to side, deep in thought. He wished they had a little more to go on 
than ‘he seemed fine.’ Maybe they should check on him at some point; though, they 
might want to give him a bit of time. It could very well be like Yukiko’s case, where 
she needed a few weeks to recover from the shock. He didn’t think kicking down 
Kanji’s door just to check on him would be the brightest idea. He sighed slightly. 
They should just give him some time; he’ll be fine now that he was out of the TV. 


“Well, at least he’s alright. Guess we just play the waiting game now.” Justin 
remarked. The group nodded in slight agreement, frowns slowly turning into smiles. 
Now that they got all that depressing shit out of the way, they still had a good 
fifteen minutes of lunch left. 


“So you guys hear? Class president elections are coming up soon.” Chie spoke up. “1 
hear Hisako is running again this year.” 


“Elections? Isn’t it a little bit late for that?” Justin questioned. At his old school, 
elections were held the year before the year someone would hold office. So if 
someone was running for class president in senior year, they would be elected in 
junior year. 


“Not really. | think it was around this time last year too.” Yosuke spoke up. 
“So who are you guys gonna vote for?” 


“Eh, | don’t know... Hisako is cool and all, but... he’s such a goody two shoes, you 
know? And what was up with his girlfriend being vice president?” 


“Wait, that’s his girlfriend?” Chie questioned aloud. 


“What, you didn’t know? C’mon, they’ve been at it for a year now.” Yosuke groaned 
Slightly. Justin had to wonder what it was about couples that disgusted Yosuke so 
much. It clearly wasn’t just him and Chie that he couldn’t stand the thought of, 
apparently. 


“| don’t really know any of the candidates.” Yu spoke up timidly. Justin didn’t either, 
what with them both being transfer students and all. Really, the only people Justin 
knew from school were the people sitting around him right now. And Kanji, but he 
barely qualifies given that he never shows up. Yu probably knew more people than 
he did, what being in every single fucking club apparently. 


“| thought Daisuke was running again this year?” Chie brought up. Justin didn’t 
know who that was though Yu seemed to given the shocked look on his face. 


“Daisuke? Like, soccer Daisuke?” 


“Dude, Daisuke doesn’t count. He runs as a joke every year.” Yosuke spoke up. 
Justin had to wonder how Yosuke would even know that, considering he had 
transferred in 6 months earlier than Yu. He clearly wasn’t around for the first 
election. Maybe they were friends or something. 


“You’d be surprised how many people voted for him last year, too.” Chie remarked. 
“He’s actually got a pretty big fanbase.” 


Justin placed his index finger under his chin. He felt like he was forgetting someone. 
“Wait... Yukiko, are you running?” 
“Huh? I-l’m not really into politics...” 


“| just figured you might have been running since all the smart types usually ran for 
it.” 


She blushed slightly at the comment. He hadn’t meant it to be flattery, but if that’s 
how she wanted to take it, by all means. It’s not like Yu was gonna get jealous if 
Justin did it. At least, he didn’t think he would. He wondered briefly if Yu got as 
jealous as Justin seemed to. 


“W-Well what about you? You got a perfect score on the mid-terms.” Chie spoke up, 
a Slight smile on her face. Justin raised an eyebrow at the idea. He actually had 
never considered running for office, though he had no intention of it either. Like 
Yukiko, he thought politics was a bunch of bullshit, even if class president really had 
nothing to do with politics. Still, he wasn’t very good at organizing shit anyway, so 
he wasn’t sure how well that would end up. 


“Pfft, that was just a fluke.” Yosuke spoke up from his side. Justin responded by 
turning over to Yosuke and giving him a glare. 


“You want to run that by me again?” 


“Besides, it’s all just a popularity contest anyway; and hate to break it to you Justin, 
but no one knows who you are. Hell, I'd probably get more votes than you.” 


“That a fact?” 


“Uh... | don’t like where this is heading...” Yu spoke up, a nod of support from Chie 
and Yukiko in the backdrop. 


“Well why don’t you put your money where your mouth is?” 


“Dude, what the hell are you talking about?” 

“Since you're so full of yourself, why don’t we make it a bet?” 
“Now why would | want to do that? | don’t want to be president!” 
“Winner gets 10000 yen.” 


“There is no wa-Waitwhat?” Yosuke’s eyes widened slightly as he heard Justin’s 
proposition hit his ears. 10000 yen? Holy shit, that’s a lot of money to not do 
anything. | mean, really, Justin had been there for a month’s tops, and he barely 
knew anyone. This was just easy money. 


“You heard me. Whoever gets the most votes wins.” 


“Uh, Justin...?” Chie tried to stop him from going through with his hastily thrown 
together bet. Even she didn’t think Justin was going to walk away victorious from 
this one. 


“Alright fine. | can beat you, no sweat.” 
“We'll just see about that.” 


And with that, the two stampeded off into opposite directions; Yosuke heading back 
down the stairs, Justin near the other end of the roof, near Chie and Yukiko. It 
wasn’t a very big roof, so it really wasn’t as dramatic as he had hoped it would be. 
Everyone started giving Justin a funny look, much to his displeasure. 


“What?” 

“You’re gonna get your ass kicked.” Yu spoke up in a matter-of-fact voice. 
“Over my dead body!” 

“What song do you want at your funeral then?” 


“You guys are just the worst. Obviously it would be Stayin’ Alive.” 


